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SIX  EXCELLENT 


IT  WAS  UPON  A  LAMMAS  NIGHT, 
now  CRUEL  AAV.  TiVE  PARENT:^. 
THE  BONNIE  WEE  THING 
CONDESCEND  DDAV  (T[ ARMING  ?u A 
i'HLNi'^  AM  L 
WHY  WHY  I  r:LL  i'HY  LOVE  Ft, 


Printed  (ov  im  Uookt^^km^ 


SONG. 


It  was  upon  a  Lattimas  night,  ,1 

When  corn  rigs  are  bonny  ; 
Beneath  the  moon  s  unclouded  light;, 

I  held  awa  to  annie. 
T-liQ  time  flew  by  wi*  tentless  heG4, 

'Till  ^tween  the  kte  and  early, 
Wi*  snia'  persuasion  she  agreed, 

To  see  me  thro'  the  bai4ey. 

Use  sky  was  blue,  the  wind  was  still, 

The  moon  was  shining  clearly  ; 
I  set  her  down,  wd'  right  goodw^ill, 

Amang  the  rigs  o'  barley. 
I  keat  her  heart  was  a,  my  ain  , 

I  lov-d  her  most  sincerely  ; 
I  kiss'd  her  owre  and  owre  again, 

Amang  the  rigs  o'  barley. 


I  iQck'd  her  in  my  fond  embrace, 
Her  heart  was  beating  rarely ; 


cm 

My  blessings  on  lliat  happy  pkce, 

Amang  the  rigs  o'  barley. 
Bat  by  the  moon  and  stars  so  bright, 

That  shone  that  hour  so  cleaily  ; 
She  ay  shall  bless  that  happy  night, 

Amang  the  rigs  o'  barley. 

I  bae  been  biy the  wi'  comrades  dear^ 

I  hae  been  merry  Jrinkin; 
I  hae  been  joyfu'  gath'rin  gear, 

I  hae  been  happy  thinking . 
But  a'  the  pleasures  e'er  I  saw, 

Tho'  three  times  doubrd  fairly  ; 
That  happy  night  was  worth  them 

Amang  the  rigs  o'  barley. 

CHORUS* 

C orn  rigs  an'  batl  ey  lig^^ 
An  corn  rigs  are  bonnie; 
11  ne  er  forget  that  happy  nighty 
Amang  the  ngs  wi'  Annie^ 
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'o  rjii  erf-  : 
IIo.v  cruel  arc  tlie  parents^" 

Who  richcvS  only  prize  ; 
And  to  the  wealtliy  booby^    .^tilti'lUria  \ 

i^oor  woman  sftcniiL'e*  '  '  '  ' 

Aleaowliile  the  hf»])]ess  daughteiv 

Basbat  a  ehoic!e  of  strife  ;  rli^^Irf  m^i^ 
To  shmi  a  tyrant  father's  hale^i  noad  QX»il  i 

Become  a  wretched  wife.    '.i>^ot  neod  r.'^ 

The  ravening  hawk  pursuing, 

The  trembUng  dove  tUu;S>lJias|/  .  ■  /  v  .-  . 
To  shun  impelling  rain,     :  ;  v/;r:;-!f! 

Awhile  her  piniojis  tries. 
*Till  of  escape  despair  ingj 

No  shelter  or  retreat ; 
She  trusts  tlie  ruthless  falconer. 

And  drops  beneath  his  ft'et. 
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THE  BONNIE  WEE  THIN 

Bonnie  Wee  tiding,  eannie  wee  tiling, 
Lovely  wee  thing,  was  thou  mine  t, 

I  wad  wear  thee  in  my  bosom, 
Lest  my  jewel  I  should  line* 

WiNtfully  I  look  and  languish, 
Li  that  bonnie  face  ot  thine  ; 

And  my  heart  it  stounds  wi'  angnishji 
Lest  my  wee  thing  be  na  mine* 

Witj  and  grace,  and  lov^e,  and  beaiity^ 

In  ae  constellation  skine  t 
To  adore  thee  is  my  duty, 

Goddess  o'  this  sou!  o,  mlne,^ 

SONG, 

O  condescend,  dear,  charming  maitf^ 
My  wretched  state  to  View  ; 

A  tender  swain  to  loVe  betray 'd. 
And  sad  despair,  l)y  you. 
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Wh  i1c  lierej  all  melancholy, 

My  passion  I  deplore  ; 
"l>t  urgM  by  stern  resisdess  fate^. 

I  love  thee  more  and  more* 

I  heard  of  love^jand  with  disdain^. 

The  urchin's  power  denied; 
I  langh'd  at  every  lover'a  pain, 

And  mock'd  them  when  they  jsigh'd*. 

But  how  my  state  is  altered, 

Those  happy  days  are  o'er; 
For  all  thy  unrelenting  hate, 

I  love  thee  more  and  more. 

0  yield,  illustnous  beatity,  yieldj. 

No  longer  let  me  mourn  : 
And  tho'  victorious,  in  the  field,, 

Thy  captive  do  not  scorm 

I^et  generous  pity  \^arm  thecj 
My  wonted  peace  restore 
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;IA:iicl  gialeful,  I  shall  biess  thee  stilly 
AiKllove  tliee  more  and  more. 


SONG. 

Tbine  am  I,  my  faithful  fak-. 

Thine,  my  lovely  Nancy  ; 
EvVy  pulse  along  my  veins, 

EvVy  roving  fancy. 

To  thy  bosom  lay  my  heart, 
There  to  tln-ob  and  langiii^h  ; 

Tho'  despair  had  wrung  it,  core^ 
That  would  heal  iis  aiiguibliH, 

Take  away  these  rosy  lipSj^ 
Ivich  with  balmy  treasure : 

Tiun  away  thine  eyes  uf  love. 
Lest  I  die  with  pleasure. 
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What  is  life  when  war.trog  k)ve  ? 

Nlglit  withoiit  a  moriiiog  ; 
Love's  the  cloudless  summer  sun, 


FRAGMENT. 

Why?  why  tell  thy  hfm, 
B!k?     mvev  mast  eiyoy  ^  . 

Why?  whj^  iindeegivG  liimv 
And  gka  al!.M^^  lHKiii:iF5;th6  iu^. 

0  wby^  while  fancy,,  faptured,^  sluujberi; 

\Vh)%  why  woiikkt  tliCHi?  enielj 
Wake  thy  lover  from  Im  elreavri/'. 


